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swayed dreamily under the influence of the sound.
The other, apparently not of a musical turn, made a
hurried attempt to get away.
The watchful African, -amid applause, made a
hurried dash, and jammed down the lid of the box.
"Of course they have their fangs drawn, Ada!"
"Do they?"
" Of course/'
" In India they don't have their fangs drawn. You
ought to go to India, Miss Jones."
" Loojc, he's trying again I"
This time it was the mullah himself that opened the
box. To his obvious astonishment both snakes, with-
out showing any hesitation whatever, glided out on
to the ground and made off in different directions.
The mullah grabbed one by the tail, but released his
hold immediately as the serpent turned to strike, and,
snatching up his pipe, began a spasmodic melody.
It appeared to the onlookers that the music merely
had the effect of making the escaped captives move
faster. They both (iisappeared down separate drains
with extreme celerity. It was noticed that the mullah,
with an air of some dejection, placed a bit of brick
in front of each drain.
" A marvellous bit of acting, Ada I He's better than
when we saw him in Colombo."
" Much better.  All these Orientals are born actors/*
"Acting!" chimed in a youthful voice. "I don't
see much acting about it He's lost the snakes/'
" But don't you see," gurgled the knowing voice,
" that all that is by-play to divert our attention from
the mango trick. While we've been looking at the